SOLDIER-SONG                      'Ethel
Anderson
That was I whose arm kept firm
Christ, Your steeples, King, your throne,
Freedom for a second term
Dearly buying, I, alone;
That was I who, loving life,
Death in jeopardy must play;
Rigour, hardship, terror, strife,
These my portion; these my pay.
Careless, this dear land of mine
Finds my breaking heart no cure,
From iny King comes not a sign,
God's to say what's still unsure.
Youth gave I and manhood. Hush!
Hear you not who wander by
Hid beneath a beggar's bush
Someone sighing? That was L